Chapter 1

A Foster Child of the
Communist Party

Those were the days when the Second World War raged. I was
ten years of age or less, I do not quite recall. The air raid sirens
howled frequently. My friends and I eagerly awaited the fall of
bombs. I used to tell my playmates that a bomb would blow up
like a great big firecracker. I invented tales to excite their sense
of anticipation.
The boys confidently  gave me lessons in world politics. The
Germans and the Japanese, according to them, were rolling across
the world. They would meet and shake hands smack in our own
. town.
Hitler was a world-famous "star" in those days. I disliked
Hitler. Many of my buddies were for Hitler and praised him often.
He was a real hero they said. He was making the world tremble
and he would certainly come over and tear the white man in India to
pieces.
Why didn't I like Hitler? Well, for one thing I didn't care for his
moustache. My father sported the same kind of moustache.1 Did
I dislike father because he had a Hitlerian moustache or did I
dislike Hitler because he had one like dad's? I did not understand
clearly.
The "hero" who appealed to me most was Stalin. I argued with
my pals that Hitler's motheaten moustache was bound to go down
before Stalin's manly facial adornment.
The god I worshipped in those days was a large picture of
Mahatraa Gandhi that hung in the main hall in my house. It
took a long while before I realized that Gandhi too was a man.